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PREFACE
Between malice and make-believe.
Between dvesha and vesha.
Is impaled a faith.
Exactly under the ascertained shape.
In a catenation.
Of speech-deduced thought,
And hard-won belief.
That hardly belies.
Withdrawn from time, from destiny,
A figurehead of disciplined masses
Contemplates, seated in power.
Is not belief on an avowel of Love?
Is not Love an inward certainty?
What is there to be seen
In the last analysis of entelechy?
Is it something of a secret logic
Of a sacred world that was tried
Spied, envied, eyed and directed
Upon a new doubt?
Or is it only a silhouette?
Pin the belief, O   God,
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